The Oval
Volume 7
Issue 2 Staff Issue

Article 1

2014

The Oval, 2014 - Staff Issue

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval
Part of the Creative Writing Commons

Let us know how access to this document benefits you.
Recommended Citation
(2014) "The Oval, 2014 - Staff Issue," The Oval: Vol. 7 : Iss. 2 , Article 1.
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol7/iss2/1

This Full Volume is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been
accepted for inclusion in The Oval by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu.

The

Spring 2014

Staff Issue 2014

1

The Oval | Staff Issue

The Oval: Staff Issue
Spring, 2014
The University of Montana

© The Oval & Its Contributors

2

Spring 2014

3

The Oval | Staff Issue

TABLE OF CONTENTS
Kalen Walther, Woolgathering in Count-Basie-Pocket
Jenna Franklin, Untitled Visual Art
Zachary Shearer, Drowning
Jenna Franklin, Untitled Visual Art
Court Cathers, The Faye Will Come Out to Play
Court Cathers, Rising Sun
Lauren Korn, As it Turns Out
Grace Yon, Koi
Emily Johnson, On the Scale
Erika Tibbetts, Untitled Visual Art
Reed Roberts, A Stage of One’s Own
Robert Taylor, Ocean
Kat Gurley, A Brief Cigarette Break
Erika Tibbetts, Terezin
Court Cathers, The Boat House
Ismael Pallares, Catalyst
Brendan Jordan, Your Divorce
Grace Yon, Watch the Skies
Brendan Jordan, And there were cul-de-sacs...
Mason Harper, April Showers
Emily Johnson, Gabby & Michael

4

Page 6
Page 7
Page 8
Page 19
Page 20
Page 24
Page 25
Page 27
Page 28
Page 30
Page 31
Page 33
Page 34
Page 36
Page 37
Page 38
Page 48
Page 49
Page 50
Page 52
Page 54

Spring 2014

TABLE OF CONTENTS
Kristine Quint, Paris
Robert Taylor, Ray Price
Emily Johnson, Untitled Visual Art
Maggie Mattinson, My Grandma’s Boyfriends
Robert Taylor, Big Sur
Court Cathers, Forsynthia Tunnels
Court Cathers, Underneath Lilly Pads
Robert Taylor, Real Women
Grace Yon, Night on the Clearing
Kalysta Fern, Untitled Fiction
Erika Tibbetts, Streets of Krakow (Cover)
Court Cathers, A Lovely Beauty
Lauren Korn, S
Erika Tibbetts, Portrait of a Time
Emily Johnson, Untitled Visual Art
Grace Yon, Untitled Poetry
William Matross, Give it Time
Jenna Franklin, Untitled Visual Art
Grace Yon, South
Lauren Korn, E
Jesse Rowan, Palace

5

Page 55
Page 65
Page 66
Page 67
Page 82
Page 83
Page 85
Page 86
Page 95
Page 96
Page 100
Page 101
Page 103
Page 104
Page 107
Page 108
Page 110
Page 115
Page 116
Page 118
Page 119

The Oval | Staff Issue

WOOLGATHERING IN COUNT-BASIE-POCKET
Kalen Walther
Voices gather cirrus
Seep through transom eyelid like
Two a.m. low noon
Slip the door sink Greyhound pendular
Absorb the slow tether
Cough up the dirge and let the evening sway
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UNTITLED
Jenna Franklin
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DROWNING
Zachary Shearer
Walter imagined himself spending Sunday mornings drinking tea and reading novels that
around his apartment, cooked too much food, and watched reruns of M*A*S*H. The
novels that he did pick up from the library remained in a bag next to his bed until they
were due back, at which point Walter returned them untouched.
having a second Saturday. He let the stress from his work week at the printing shop slip
off him, and did as he pleased without worry. But soon, his apartment turned small and
faded on those lonely mornings. He tried to cook to keep his mind occupied, but one can
odor each time he opened the door. M*A*S*H episodes lost their appeal as well, each one
blending into the next, Hawkeye making the same cracks over and over again.
One such Sunday, as he hunched over his coffee table, Walter ate a bowl of rice and
ular instance it was more of a numbing sensation, in that his mouth held responsibility
for the lack of taste rather than his dreary food. As he pondered this peculiarity, the

table, but a greyness had settled over everything, like a fog somehow snuck indoors. Only
Walter’s toes escaped the numbing and the greyness, so he wiggled them frantically as
down, the apartment would disintegrate into an ocean of grey nothingness and he would
Walter, but instead of lying down, he let his head fall into the bowl of rice and beans. To
his surprise, his face didn’t fall into an empty void, but a soft warmth pressed against his
face and a few rice grains moved up into his nostrils. Perhaps, he thought, this was what
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food poisoning was like; perhaps this was not the impending collapse of reality. But he
remembered his cousin Morgan eating a bad chicken burrito and puking all night at his
sleepover, and Walter didn’t feel the least bit nauseous, so it probably wasn’t that. Face
still in bowl, Walter decided it was time he found himself something spiritually reassuring
to do on Sunday mornings.
As a child, after telling him off for eating too much, or splashing other children
during his swim lesson, Walter’s mother often said to him, “Body, mind, and soul, dear.
Keep them healthy and you’ll do alright. Just look at your father.” Walter then looked to
his father, a goateed man in a green cardigan, who would nod and sip his coffee with
memory, his father was always bright, without the least bit of grey about him. Walter
thought he wanted to be able to sip his coffee with colored satisfaction too, and a healthy
spirit seemed to the only thing in his way.
ing a website with smiling faces and a signature Bible verse scrolled across the top. Despite the enthusiastic webpages, Walter decided against returning to Christ’s domain for

all he wanted.
Of course, there was another reason for his deciding to leave First United, which was
his growing infatuation with the pastor’s wife Connie. She was a red-faced, big breasted
woman who had a strong laugh, and every Sunday would say to Walter, “Well, Walt, are
Soon though, he found himself lingering too long in her end-of-service goodbye hugs,
peeking down her blouse during prayer time, and fantasizing about clandestine coat room
meetings. Walter always fretted over such occurrences, yet any attempts to temper his
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attending a new church, the chance of another Connie situation arising seemed slim but,
still, Walter didn’t want to risk it. He needed another option.
Walter decided to ask his ex-girlfriend Abbie for advice, so he called her up and they
made plans to go for a walk along the lakefront.
“You should start coming to my book club,” said Abbie upon hearing of Walter’s
search. “We meet on Sunday mornings.”
Walter remembered Abbie’s book club from when they dated two years ago. They
would both return from their respective Sunday morning assemblies to meet for lunch.
Abbie told Walter about the various characters in her group, all of whom were in their
mid-twenties, sexually liberated, and donning some variation of the name Christina.
Walter responded with tales of the eager, repressed gentiles at First United. A few times
Abbie arrived at lunch, tipsy from morning wine and ready to sexually liberate herself,
relationship only lasted three months but they remained friends.
romance novels lead to a healthy soul.”
Abbie, never one to take a slight without returning the favor, said, “Well, sexuality can
provide spirit if you have the ability,” and then refused to provide any sort of helpful reof the waves, the gulls overhead, and the forgotten comfort of each other’s presence.
The silence of their relationship was, except for a few devastatingly quiet moments,
what Walter liked most about Abbie. Their evenings spent sipping tea and holding hands;
on the beach as a child with his father standing knee deep in the water face to the wind,
and his mother reading a book next to him. The same comfort he found in Connie’s
arms.
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This silence stood in strong contrast to their moments of intimacy. Walter valued
Abbie’s strength and straightforwardness, but in bed, those aspects of her character left
him shaken, often quite literally. She’d straddle him and pull at his hair, working her way
into a greater and greater intensity, which Walter could only uncomfortably marvel at.
When they reached the end of the trail and decided to part ways, Walter gave Abbie a
brief hug and then stepped back to look at her one last time. She shifted her weight and
placed her arm on her hip.

“Only if she’s a guru,” Walter called back to her as she walked away.
On Wednesday afternoon, right before closing time, Walter’s manager at the printing
and graphics shop he worked at informed him that he would no longer be employed
there.
“We’ve been considering terminating your position for awhile now,” his manager said
Walt. “And recently, your work has been, well, terrible.”
Walter thought back to his recent days at work and couldn’t disagree. Before he had
left First United and his mind was focused only on Connie, his work became both visibly
shoddy and slightly erotic. While working on a poster design for a local pottery club’s
charity auction he had neglected to include any ceramics in the image, but the phrase
“hand molded clay breasts” worked its way in. After he left First United, his work had
initially improved, but recently it devolved into a minimalism that didn’t speak too well
background. This was likely a symptom of the rice and beans attack and his unhealthy
So, Walter thanked his manager for his time and gathered his things from his desk
into a cardboard box. Before he could leave the shop, he began to feel the heat of the
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co-workers in that they mostly left him alone. But they were also bad co-workers in that
think he would miss this place too much.
“Shut up, Dan,” said Walt and he let the door slam behind him.
drink in four years, a glass of Veranda Merlot, 2010, Napa Valley. As he took careful
sips of the wine and sifted through the cardboard box of his things that sat on the table
psyche, was of utmost priority. He remembered his father nodding to himself in his
green cardigan, and wished he could call him and ask him what to do, but a strict nursing
home and a bad case of Alzheimer’s prevented that. Walter felt his hand start to shake
The next day, before he could get started on a new search, Walter’s old pastor, Jeff,
stopped by his apartment with Connie for an unannounced visit. Walter wore sweats and
was in the middle of another episode of M*A*S*H when he heard a knock on the door
and Jeff ’s voice.
“Walt, son, we’ve come to say hi.”
Five minutes later, Walter sat between Jeff and Connie on the puffy red couch as a
kettle of water for tea heated on the stove. Pushed up against him, Connie wore a tight,
dark cardigan and smelled of fruity shampoo. Jeff put his hand on Walter’s knee and
squeezed, as a father would.
“We noticed you haven’t been in church recently,” said Jeff.
“We were worried about you,” said Connie.
Walter nodded, and tried to think of an acceptable response to their concern but
all he thought of was the way Connie’s knee pressed against his and how wonderful
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that felt. He was also very much aware of the tight grip on his other knee that Jeff
had, a grip that seemed to only get tighter with time. Walter, while being quite literally
squashed on the couch, felt as if he was being pulled apart by the opposing forces of

knee and a smile widened on his face; Connie’s smell and brief touches grew more intoxicating. Walter felt, like a balloon blown too large, ready to burst. After a few moments of
desperate silence, the kettle started to whistle and Walter excused himself from the couch
to prepare the tea.
“We stopped by to make sure you were doing alright,” Jeff said from the couch.
“You are doing alright, aren’t you?” Connie asked.
Walter poured the tea out carefully into the three blue mugs he had received from
his mother a year before her death and considered telling Jeff and Connie all that had
been going on. He imagined himself explaining the over eager churchgoers, the bowl of
react with sympathy and grace. Jeff would stroke his beard, employ a few choice Bible
say, “Well that’s not exactly wonderful, Walt, but we forgive you.” Walter wanted to tell
them everything and have the heavy weight, the one that seemed to sit on his shoulders
day in and day out, fade away for at least a little while.
Walter walked back out to the cramped living room, balancing the three teacups on
a tray, and he felt his hands shake as he did so. After placing the tray down on the coffee
table, Walter straightened up and looked Jeff in the eye.
“And why’s that, son?” asked Jeff.
Walter made the mistake of turning his gaze to Connie then. He saw the way her
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at him. For a second he was entranced.
each sat on a shoulder, both pulling him downwards.
“Go on,” said Connie.
“Yes, what is it, son?” said Jeff, who stood up and put his arm around Walter, “you
can tell us anything.”
that came with it. He felt his confession disappear and an instinct for escape take over.
“Oh,” Jeff said, and pulled back his arm.
“Well,” said Connie, blushing.
Walter turned red, kicked at the coffee table at his feet, and still felt trapped. He supposed he was in too deep at this point.
around sometimes.”
“We should probably go,” said Jeff.
were well away.
That night, Walter once again had trouble sleeping. He lay in bed, twisted up in his
on the bed. He felt her leg press against his, as it had that morning on the couch. He
then, Connie turned into Abbie who chuckled and pulled at her own brown hair and
curled her bare leg around Walter’s.
“You remember how we used to swim together?” she said, mouth pressed up close to
his ear. He remembered the green swimsuit that he got her for her birthday because she
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Walt realized that maybe she was right at the end of their walk, maybe he did need a
“That sounds nice,” said Abbie next to him, and she started to hum softly, sending
Walter off to sleep.
Walter formulated his plan to get Abbie back the next morning while still in bed and
not realizing it sooner. His problems hadn’t started because he stopped going to church,
they had started because Abbie broke up with him. Walter remembered the day she
walked into his apartment holding the ring box he had hidden in his car. Their differences
and ignored in a corner until they eventually disappeared. He had bought the ring one
week before, a wavy gold band set with a small diamond.
“Who’s this for?” Abbie asked.
“For you,” he said.
She stood in front of him, and tears swam from her eyes. Walter couldn’t tell if they
were good or not, so he remained standing where he was, a deep well forming in his
stomach. Abbie put the ring box into his hands, still closed.
They talked on the phone later that night. Walter fought back tears as Abbie argued
the heart to call her back.
Walter’s fascination with Connie started soon afterwards, maybe three weeks, maybe
four. Walter realized his feelings began when Connie had taken him into her arms one
Sunday, after he had shared his break-up during prayer time and sat crying in the pews.
Her smile made him smile and he felt he could fall asleep against her chest.
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better. She was the real deal. The person who swam with him and could sit for hours at
tea with him. Who could make him healthy. And as for their differences, Walter was aware
of them now. They were a something that Walter could strive to overcome; a source of
energy that he might pull into himself. With Abbie in his life again, everything would
Everything would be alright.
Walter invited Abbie out to dinner at a place called The Lucky Platter. They served
spruced up diner food, lined their walls with modern art, and stuck aluminum foil balls
seated, the waiter led them to a claustrophobic two-person table in a nonexistent center
row, surrounded by laughing urbanites in booths. Waiters and bathroom-goers brushed
past their table every few minutes. After three or four passes, Abbie growled, “You’re
excused,” to anyone who hit their table.
holding an assortment of forgotten knick-knacks. Now, he held it with sweaty palms
and hoped it would save his life, something his high school self never considered when
After they had their drinks delivered, water for both, Abbie kicked his shin and
nodded at his lap.
Walter paled and shrugged. He felt the same instinct for escape he’d had when Jeff
pulled him close the previous day. But here, in the restaurant, he was hemmed in and
there was no way out. He took a long drink of water before he answered.
“This box is my life without you,” he said, and then placed the box on the table,
swung open the crooked hinges, and revealed an inside that was empty and free of knick
knacks. Abbie stared.
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promise.” Walter heard the desperation in his stomach creep into his voice, so he stopped
talking.
Abbie sat for a second, and then took her own, long, slow drink of water. She tapped
table.
“So, that box is for me?” said Abbie.
“Yes,” said Walter.
With that, she stood up and walked out of the restaurant and Walter could do nothing
table and asked if Walter would be staying.
since they didn’t have rice and beans on their menu, a bowl of chili.
Later, Walter curled his toes in the soft sand on the shores of Lake Michigan, reveled
in the dooming buzz of wine, and wrote his last words down on a piece of paper torn
from a notebook. They came out scratchy and indecipherable but he still scribbled them
with him, and shoved the cork back in as far as it would go. He let the bottle fall to the
ground with satisfying thunk against the wet sand.
As he swam out farther and farther from shore, he began to laugh at his grotesque
washed up on a shore and his story would be far far away, left on the shore. Stroke after
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on his shoulders the last few weeks pull him down, to escape into the grey ocean that he
Eventually, he couldn’t see land anymore, only the stars in the night sky and the
up, replacing the warmth of the alcohol. He began to shiver. He began to sink, and he
supposed this was the time to let go.
He felt his head submerge, and the water close around him. He blew air out into
bubbles and felt himself sink into the lake. His lungs began to empty of air and life
started to fall out of him. Then, a panic set in. He kicked and pushed himself back to the
surface of the lake, gasping for breath.
Walter sucked in air and looked up at the stars. The weight slipped off his back.
Oxygen rushed through his body. He felt like an idiot. Of course he couldn’t actually kill
himself, he didn’t even know why he bothered trying. The note he left in the bottle on
He was stupid.
He realized was cold and wanted to get to shore, so he could dry off and sleep.
Walter started swimming in the direction of land. His limbs were heavy and he wasn’t
sure he’d make it.
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UNTITLED
Jenna Franklin
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THE FAYE WILL COME OUT TO PLAY
Court Cathers
“Paint me a picture, Calciminer,”
Dressed in robes of rich color,
Fabrics of velvet and silk,
Dyed in deep purple with a red collar,
Buttons and sashes as white as milk.
He wanders this place of danger,
Filled with demons and ghosts,
When emerges a gorgeous stranger,
Pleading to be his gracious host.
Skin resembling the Blue Flower,
Her eyes as vast and black as night,
Elegant body raging with power,
She begins to sway in the dim light.
While the beauty before him twirls,
Endless pictures unfold.
As hues and tones begin to swirl,
He does not notice the creeping cold.
“Dance me a dance, Trouper,”
Her dance entices him from hiding,
Luring him into her garden.
He hears internal chiding,
But he does not beg its pardon.
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Stumbling through thorns and brush,
Stomping through swamp and mud,
Becoming clumsy in his rush,
He does not notice his dripping blood.
Finally close enough to touch her skin,
She grabs his hands to lead him in dance,
Twirling through the air in one quick spin,
She captures him in her deadly trance.
“Make the days pass, Sorcerer,”
They twirl and spin for hours,
But he does not notice the pain,
Unaware of her evil powers,
He desires to be her swain.
Falling for her tricks and spells,
He cannot see beyond her glamour,
Creating mental images and smells,
He begins praying to Amor.
The day begins to fade,
And predators seek their prey.
He is not one bit afraid,
Much to his everlasting dismay.
The dancing comes to an end,
As she leads him to her bed,
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Onto soft sheets they descend,
Only she knows he will soon be dead.
“Help the roses sing, Minstrel,”
The roses are blooming,
As he rests his weary eyes.
He does not feel her consuming,
Nor does he hear her lies.
Never ending food and wine,
He cannot see through her ploy,
On his soul she continues to dine.
He believes her to be an angel,
To him she can do no wrong,
Powerful and ever so graceful,
With her he shall forever belong.
Body is separated from soul,
She enhances his everlasting bliss,
As she turns him from human to troll,
He shall be hers with one last kiss.
Shivers pulse up and down his spine,
As body and soul cease to mesh,
He feels as though he could shine.
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“And the Faye will come out to play.”
Flopping onto bloody sheets,
She wipes him off her mouth,
As his heart no longer beats,
He never should have come South.
On an adventure looking for glory,
To defend the helpless elves,
She made him into a lovely story,
To be stored on one of her shelves.
He will soon be forgotten
As he dances, sings, and paints.
His body will become rotten,
Yet his soul lives without complaints.
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RISING SUN
Court Cathers
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AS IT TURNS OUT
Lauren Korn
The girl who loved you a short time ago gave you a book you keep on the top shelf
be seen or read or looked at again, is the name Jane Melrose and the numbers 9, 8, and
5. What comes next? You will never know, because the girl who loved you tore it away
attempt to keep the book in her distant possession. The girl who loved you thought this
a ridiculous gesture; she gave the book to you. On the cover, there is an illustration of a
out of that small studio apartment with that narrow, winding staircase, and again during
your move in and out of your best friend’s basement, home to spiders and spiders and
spiders), you will be reminded of a lion and a leaky faucet in a desert marketplace.
You think of Jane Melrose, and not the girl who loved you, as you sit at a desk you call
for your sister, and then again when you smeared your face with red paint for three days,
because it was the only thing you could think of to do, alone, by a river in Montana.
since Julie Ryder told you bending spoons was an act of the mind, and not (as it turns

apart by rocks, you would be naked and unable to hide the birthmark on your ass or the
single dark hair next to your belly button.
beach, on the shore, on the sand, on the rocks, and found in the sun’s waves a warmth
you’d been afraid to feel since the blazing bastard gave you second degree burns two
summers ago in your father’s green canoe. When you glanced at your bare feet, you
noticed, instead of something you can’t quite remember, a single rock. You picked it up.

25

The Oval | Staff Issue

red. They were covered in paint. Your face was red and wet with the paint for three days.
But it wasn’t, really. You were only dreaming.
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KOI
Grace Yon
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ON THE SCALE
Emily Johnson
On the scale. Off the scale. 94. The scale must be lying. That’s too much, the earth

ach?” Get that shit away from me, the carbohydrates are going to seep through my skin
need more water, that’s better than food. Scrape the avocado off the rice cake, too much
plumbing, can’t, won’t, not worth it. “What are you doing Emily?” My nightly crunches

see, but maybe six more pounds would be better. “Why don’t you fucking eat something
Emily?”
The area around my weak and brittle nails resembles tornado stricken land. My
young newly formed skin without mercy. The innocent centimeter that stares back at me
animalistic urges, it’s always too late. The skin that once lay so delicately is torn apart, bit-
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by-bit. All that resides in the concave area upon the most vital instrument on my body

moisturized hands that look untouched. Their smooth unscarred skin is inviting. Shaking someone’s hand is the death of me, or rather them shaking mine will be the death

photographer.
always keep their hands busy,” now she tells me to wear Band-Aids.
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UNTITLED
Erika Tibbetts
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A STAGE OF ONE’S OWN
Reed Roberts
against ravages the progressive thinking that saturates liberal communities like the one
as acceptance and diversity, Hellgate High School remained always a place of hormonal
Finding a group of like-minded individuals to associate with would defend you against
meant that you were considered a failure your peers’ eyes, but you also were prey for the
bully’s, the fear mongers, and the disreputable gym teachers; strength in numbers, death
hall is fairly atypical of the traditional high school experience. But that was how it was at
Hellgate High. We (perhaps delusional) thespians regarded ourselves as the elite, and that
from feeling protected. Unlike most others, if the social pressures ever became too great,
we had a retreat, a home base if you will, where we could escape.
Rothwell, our drama teacher/life coach, was a bald, thick-chested man with a fondness for
Altoids, salmon colored tee shirts, and had an unconscious habit of rubbing his nipples
when waxing poetic. Memories of Rothwell and of his auditorium are hard to separate at
standing precariously atop a ladder, twenty feet in the air, rigging lights for the next show.
No matter where you were in the 500-seat house, you could hear the echo of his grizzly
for better or for worse, would not have been stuck with this elitist outlook on life.
from throwing rings of keys at students for forgetting their props to tossing teachers out
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of his auditorium for putting their feet on the seats, his word was law. Despite this, as a
high school student, it is an unspoken rule that rules are meant to be circumnavigated,
by any means possible if need be. We, the minions of Rothwell, may have taken this
right well, we were as promiscuous as we were elitist. We experimented with each other,
and condemned the rest of the school for not liberating themselves as we did.
Outside our comfortable home away from home, we were stoics, inside we became
our untheatrical peers.
Mr. Rothwell is dead now and the theater now bears his name. As he lay dying, the

said to me were, “Reed. My good man, indeed, a great man. Keep acting kid, the stage
Rothwell’s stage, and the auditorium so important to him, will never be the same without
that strange and brilliant man.
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OCEAN
Robert Taylor
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A BRIEF CIGARETTE BREAK
Kat Gurley
Leaning against the bus stop.
Thumb spins the rusted wheel.
and disappears.
His scaly lips crack over an expletive
The cigarette leaves an
ashy hollow in the snow.
His weather worn hat mates me think
he’s an American Spirits man
and the spokes of a bicycle
click rhythmically in the distance.
for moisture
once.
Twice.
A halfhearted spark.
A tree deposits its burden
down the back of my tattered
coat.
with the prickling palms
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of my hands,
against the darkening sky.
Ghostly. Changing.
A car alarm,
Nothing.
The world in whitewash.
The world on mute.
He throws the lighter
into the street.
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TEREZIN
Erika Tibbetts
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THE BOAT HOUSE
Court Cathers
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CATALYST
Ismael Pallares

Her family was the only Latino family in the neighborhood, and maybe because that
had a piece of gum in her mouth, and always talked about college and leaving Detroit.
time, though. They loved clowning her about her name. Hey Princess, let me be your
school elective like photography.
and still went to the gym.

though. Blacks and whites didn’t get along well, but we didn’t know any better. When we
Friendship was important when everybody wanted to be the tough guy. We were part of
something.
Marcus worked a push broom at a tool shop near the Ford Factory afterschool.
Marathon gas station. We all knew her car. She was the only girl on Joy Road that not only
drove a car, but also owned it outright, a gift from her father. Most of us were still driving
our dads’ primer stained Chevrolets. That sea-blue ’78 Buick Regal had a long nose and
short rear-end, the exact opposite of Princess.
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up behind the guy in the green cap. “Hey, mami, dame un,” he said. “Fuck off, wino,”
she told the guy.
down, taking me in from head to toe in a split second, and he coldcocked me in the right
went down with the Power Cosmic popping behind my eyes. When the world came back
Princess was in her Buick telling us to get in. Marcus shoved the guy onto the pavement.

guy once and told him to get the ever-loving fuck off the street, or he would pull him
in for vagrancy. Mitch helped me up and into Princess’s Buick. We won’t tell your mom
about this, he said. Princess thanked Mitch, and off we rode, cotton in my head, riding

“Your highness,” Marcus said.
“Asshole,” Princess called Marcus.

at him, she still had eyes for Marcus.
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poster of Vampirella?
Senior year, Marcus and Princess got serious. Princess already made up her mind to
“You come work with me,” my dad said.
little more yellow.
Absenteeism his bosses called it. Not a big deal his union rep called it. My dad spent
his mornings sleeping off a hangover and his afternoons waiting for my mom to serve
dinner so he could go out with a full stomach. He liked playing poker, or betting anything
game really. My mom wasn’t stupid. She watched the news. She watched their checkbook
too. She blamed Young for destroying the city back in the 70’s like everybody else, but
she knew that my dad could destroy the things closer to her. And she knew that the union

“Charlie, you’re almost done with school. You are not a kid anymore,” she said. “Talk
to your father’s friend.”
“You will go down there Monday morning,” Dad said.
My dad didn’t so much laugh as blow some air out of his nose. He went back to the
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Marcus lived two blocks down from me on the Road. My house was almost directly

Someone had burned down a house across the street from Marcus. People had been
doing that a lot lately. People had been burning bits of Detroit since Devil’s Night. Now
Marcus’s mother answered the door. Lyvette dressed like every day was Sunday
service. She was a secretary for a church back on the East Side. She wore a salmon
colored dress and was happy to see me.
“Charlie, come in. Are you hungry?” she said, putting on her glasses.
“He’s in his room,” she said.
“Who’s that there,” Marcus’s father said. Roy got up from his kitchen table and came
over and put a hand on my shoulder. “You coming to work at the plant?”
Roy worked at the same plant as my dad, but on a different line. He showed up every
want to work and now Charlie over here.”
“Don’t blow it off. You’re already ahead of the game. You’re white,” Roy said.
Roy went back to his kitchen table, shaking his head. Lyvette said she had some
newspaper. Lyvette kissed him on his head.
He had his stereo turned down low, Michael Jackson singing about something in falsetto.
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“Hold on a minute,” Marcus said.

“Go where?” Marcus said.

threadbare T-shirt. Marcus was in the back seat of the Buick eating Pop Rocks. Princess,
lights on.
“Check this out,” Marcus said. “Listen.”
He leaned between Princess and me, and he opened his mouth next to her ear.
“That’s because your hair is in the way. Here, now listen,” Marcus said.
“Sit back down. Why don’t you brush your teeth?” she said.
and asked Marcus what time he wanted to go home.
Halloween. Know what that means?”
Marcus kicked my seat.
Sure, but only if you let me borrow your bra,” Marcus said. “But for real, let’s light

to do?
“What do you mean?” Marcus said.
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“Now you’re talking,” Marcus said.
“You guys can burn whatever you want but not with my car,” Princess said.
“Don’t be like that,” Marcus said.
“Like what?” Princess said.
night, and the streetlight turned green. We were quiet. And then we were quiet for a
was going.

“Get in,” he said.
Mitch didn’t say anything on the way to my house. The cruiser’s radio crackled to life
always wanted to be a cop.
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couch.
“You are not as smart as you think,” Marcus told me the next day.
We were riding in Princess’s car, killing time before Marcus had to go to work. The
window. Marcus played with the shutter release on Princess’s grey Nikon. He was fooling
around like he was going to take pictures of her. She lifted her Ray-Bans and blew him a
“You think you can go to college?” Marcus said.
about Mitch she only said, “Oh.”
see the future, but everything was opaque in my mind. Was this what life would be from
now on? One moment of hesitation and then eternity.
Marcus sniffed. He kept clicking the shutter. He held the camera out the window and
snapped a picture of the Marathon station.
“Why?” Marcus said.
you see anymore, anyway? Gas stations are the only things that exist on this side of the
burbs.”
“That’s a stupid idea,” Marcus said.
Princess tossed the bag of chips on Marcus’s lap. She took the camera from his hands.
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to me.
We drove around for a little while longer. The sky was turning the color of a nickel.
On the way towards Lavonia, Halloween decorations were out. They carved pumpkins
treat. We did one last loop off Jeffers.
We pulled up to the tool shop. Princess circled around the chain-link fence and
Marcus and Princess hugged in front of the car, framed within the windshield. Marcus

Princess drove down Joy all the way to the freeway. The houses were getting nicer
she said. She tossed the camera in my lap. We found another Marathon heading over to
shot. Princess told me it would be a good picture, though. She drove us over to Rue again
and she took pictures of the stagnant water. She climbed down a little bank and checked
was the way she tossed her hair over her shoulder before she took a photo.
gone.
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We drove and drove following an invisible path of familiar streets. Gas station, empty
lot, vacant house, park, and then we ended up in front of my house. Snow was on the
was gone. Princess turned off the engine and the whole world got quiet. Our breath
fogged the windshield. Princess raised her eyebrows. She said, “So?” The question was
so open-ended. My dad’s car was gone.
Princess looked at every picture in the hallway. The light bulb had burned out and
kind of thing. She picked one photo off the wall and held it. How strange it was to see

“What’s that?” she said.

eyes.

thinking about going.”
“What happened last night?” she said.
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“You weren’t bothering anybody,” she said. “Were we bothering you?”

She didn’t stop me, but she didn’t kiss me back.

still there. The porch had collapsed, and the there was a hole in the roof. The yard was
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YOUR DIVORCE
Brendan Jordan
my saffron pillows might have saved you the

you? did you ever think of broken seashells?
did pot roast re-visit your tongue later, when
you ate squashes cooked some other way? When the long

would have one day met in a gravel lot overlooking
botched nights of wine and candle were the
left by crashing foxes or children dragging
where your grandmother was prepared for her long

miles of country roads where childhood friends
return nightly to their rope swings
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WATCH THE SKIES
Grace Yon
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AND THERE WERE CUL-DE-SACS AS FAR AS THE EYE COULD SEE
Brendan Jordan

seedpods instead of foam,
balconies pierced by the glow of exit-ramp LED,
separated from the sandstone spires
on railings too tall, the nighttime fell like a curtain
and the television called, an overworked father,
to lull us with stolen images of colorful birds
into the dusty storage bin of extinction.
When the waves take us,
green, and still the bricks of the alley
will admit graciously the ocean to devour them.
The rail platforms will be empty, dismembered knots
of abandoned traincars wave uselessly in the gale;
and somethings will be left,
orange sunhats dropped like spare change into gutters

Someone will pray beside a man who counts the last
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dollars he could pilfer from the bashed-in ATM,
cy under the leather tongues of chapped boots.
and woolen blankets rain from helicopters like odd manna
We were all born here,
the suburban cloister where brick-walled
shopping malls rise like steeples, lifting the holy
beacons of neon logos, interchangeable halos
tossed like discus out of heaven.
Our children prefer to chop the pixelated arms off zombies
with their y-button chainsaws they won in the last
that they stole the magnifying glass from the puritanical studies
of serious fathers, and trotted out to the yard
to blast the blueish armor of beetles till they burst
into puffs of Fourth of July smoke. This
why eighteen-year-olds who fret about acne
and store gin in their winter boots make better
for kisses. They taste white phosphorous in the shredded wheat
and drum rhythms like a rain of debris against the countertop.
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APRIL SHOWERS
Mason Harper

Damp grass becomes wet earth,
the grains catch and grate
between my toes.
The tide is out and
where the wind pushes it against gravity.
The rain on my hood drowns out
the sound of the wind and surf.
Water lapses over my
ankles, and
something hard traces its way along the
inner arch of the right foot.
a crab; its shell is dark and weathered.
Suspended in the water,
the legs search lazily for some footing.
like an elm leaf in October.
When the tide recedes, the
small crustacean is pulled along
with it.
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Three times the tide comes in,
Three times it goes out,
And three times he begins again.
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GABBY & MICHAEL
Emily Johnson
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PARIS
Kristine Quint

which would later hold cakes and pies with wrinkled crusts, and navigated through the
comfortably crowded tables to start coffee in the back. As it gurgled into the awaiting
The buttes turned into marble-front apartments with periwinkle roofs and petite
rust-orange chimneystacks. The overcrowded sagebrush were swaying treetops peeking
over gray cathedrals and pale monuments. Sometimes, after an early rain, the interstate

live the good life.

“Hey, sweetie pie,” she said, sipping through a lipstick stained mouth while her bright
“Tiffany, do you see any of these men taking me to Paris, let alone the altar?”
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pimple-faced teenagers playing hooky.
“Well, you never know, do you?” she said, twirling a spoon on her paper napkin. “Any
day now, some rich man on his way to New York City might drive right through Rock

Carly’s back.
“Think she learned to balance plates like that feeding hay to all her cows?”

him foot the bill because Mom retired to Topeka, Kansas with her fourth husband and
Jesus damned her by association. But Jake had always been grateful for my help; he paid
me back by buying me breakfast or a new pair of shoes. We had no one but each other;

hoped he was doing well and keeping out of trouble. But no news was good news when
it came to my big brother.
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crash here tonight?” He gave me a quick hug and slipped through the doorway.
“What are you doing here?”
you have to go get it.”

The truck was unlocked. The interior stung with the scent of cologne and cigarettes,
and a Colt 45 tall boy was perched on the dash. Behind the driver’s seat was steaming
food in slick plastic boxes and a bag with extra fortune cookies. A plastic bag next to the
food held clinking bottles of Everclear and Black Velvet.
Back in the apartment, Jake has clicking through something on my computer.
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set of glasses from the kitchen and poured us each a whiskey.
Through forkfuls of rice and sweet and sour chicken, Jake told me about how much
he hated Cheyenne, how he had tried to date some girl someone else had already knocked
“Don’t even get me started on what the real losers do,” he said through a mouthful of

silent and cradled the whiskey in my palm.
When Jake got tired of the Black Velvet, he moved on to mixing Everclear with the
Coke in my fridge. He moved closer to me each time he poured a drink, his stories about
Cheyenne becoming more extravagant. Eventually he crept across the couch until we sat
right next to each other. Soon his hand was on my knee. Only two boys had ever put their

“What? For what?”
“Just enough to start me off in an apartment with a deposit.” He tried to take a sip
from his glass, but it was empty, so he tossed it to the table and grabbed the bottle of
whiskey.
“No.”

afford to help you right now.” He took another swing.
“That’s not true. You always save,” he said, wiping a sleeve across his mouth. “What
did you spend it all on? You haven’t even moved.”
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“And why the hell would you do that, little sister?” He put the bottle on the table. “Oh
your own brother. Your only family.”
for a couple days if you need to.”

back, then on my neck and around my shoulders, and down at my knees. He pressed me
into the kitchen counter until my belt buckle began to sink into my skin.
“Please?” he asked.
“What are you doing?”
“Go away, Jake.”
“Please,” he whispered, closer to my ear. His left hand cupped my shoulder and ran
down my arm until it rested on top of my damp hand on the sink. His other hand began
to push past my hip and further down my leg.
of me again.”
fallen stars. He grabbed my shoulders and shook me.
“Why won’t you help me? You’ve never wanted to lend me any money, even when
away from me.
Then he seemed to realize what he had done. He stepped back.
He picked up a rag from the counter and started to pick up the shards from the
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expected him to begin breaking more dishes, or to throw awful words like knives and
heard for the rest of the night was the clock on my wall, ticking.
The next morning, the kitchen was clean and showed no signs of the night before.

Pop Tarts into the toaster before getting my laptop from the living room. Looking for
before the day started.
else. My Vogue magazines, organized by date on a bookshelf the day before, were ripped
Lonely Planet guides to Europe, France, and Paris were shoved between couch cushions,
laptop unscathed.
checked the browser history for the night before. The last page that had been pulled up
was my bank account. Whatever Jake had been doing on my computer, he’d had time to

history.
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already taken it all?

money back.
permanent ink on my bathroom mirror. The scribbles started with “Fuck you” and were

in but didn’t make conversation, and felt an ache of guilt when she left me a larger tip
than normal. Customers came in, took one look at me, and smiled at the other waitresses,
into a neat pile over and over, not able to get my mind off my money and Jake. Should

The bell at the front counter pinged, breaking through into the thick, pancake-infused
could put up with me for the next hour.
the line over the hissing bacon and murmurs of the diners. Carly frowned.
“Why don’t you tell her yourself ?” The voice on the other end garbled until she said,
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tell you himself, but whatever.” She started to walk away.

go?”
“Fine, whatever,” she huffed. “More tips for me.”

rushing heartbeat as the phone rang.

going to the police.”

uncomfortable plastic bench on the other side of his desk and told him what had
happened while he twiddled his thumbs, his hands resting on his gut as if pregnant.
“Basically, what you’re saying, ma’am,” he said, “is that your brother stole all your
money.”
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customer. He always ordered banana pancakes and hot cocoa.

to give him all my money?”
“Hey now,” he said, holding up his hands. “Just trying to help.”
you can’t get him for that, couldn’t you at least arrest him for something else?”
“He came to my apartment last night. He stole money from me. He vandalized my
home. He stabbed a knife through my couch. And he stole almost $3,000 from me.
Vandalism and assault, if not theft? Hasn’t this police force or whatever you want to call
might as well catch him.
The sheriff leaned forward and scribbled something on a piece of paper before
settling back into his chair with a squeak.

thing.”
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back, Carly came up, propping up a tray of pancakes against her hip.
“Fine.”
hope you’ll be here for the rest of your shift, the afternoon crowd will be here soon.” She
walked away, hips swaying, pancakes held high above her like an offer to the gods.
Who knew when Jake would show up again? When he did, he would have spent all my
money, there was no doubt about that. But by the time he would think to come to my
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RAY PRICE
Robert Taylor
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UNTITLED
Emily Johnson
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MY GRANDMA’S BOYFRIENDS
Maggie Mattinson
about me, what about you? Have you met any cute boys recently?”

Monday group, librarian ladies from the high school in Sweetwater County where she
was able to patrol my dad and uncle’s every move during their teenage years as the head
librarian, and most recently, her grief counseling pals.

at home with her cat didn’t pass me by.
“Oh, honey. Well, that’s okay. Take all the time you need, dear. You’ll get back out
probably sounds crazy to hear about your seventy-six-year old grandma falling in love,
right?”

been actively looking for a new piece of arm candy like my grandma had been for the
uninvited in the University District, playing beer pong and drunkenly adding people on
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Grandma had one life partner who lasted eight years and a series of other dates to talk
about during the two years when she wasn’t being snatched up by a lucky senior bachelor
of Rock Springs, Wyoming. She was a hot commodity. Armed with the stockpile of my
Grandpa’s retirement money from his years on the railroad, my Grandma could afford
hair styled every other day at a salon. My Grandpa had intended to spend his hard earned
retirement loot living their life in luxury after skimping for years and working sixty-hour
weeks miles from home, but his early death created an entirely different future for my
Grandma without him. After he’d passed away in his early 60’s of a sudden heart attack
weekly phone calls about her boyfriend, Barry. She would later admit she would have
married him but due to the retirement plan my Grandpa had set up before he died, if she
money he intended to use to pay for each of their grandchildren’s college tuition so we
would never struggle in the poverty they did in their early days of marriage. She wanted
later. However, there were even worse details she would fail to tell me she was even more
ashamed to admit.
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place where my grandpa had suffered his heart attack barely two years ago. My dad stood
the top of the Wind Rivers seemed to blend into the blue sky. A breeze made the wind
cabin could be heard from where we were standing in a circle.

look on my grandma’s face at Grandpa’s funeral and the way she looked at me like we
were now her only reason for living. We couldn’t mention his name for months without
making her cry. Seeing her happy now seemed like it should have been a great thing and
smile in years and the happiness in her eyes was obvious. We all looked at my dad, who
ease the awkwardness. Finally, he took a step forward and shook his hand.
“Nice to meet you, sir,” my dad said. Barry immediately lit up and relaxed, but he
didn’t know dad like we did. My dad was painfully friendly to the point of embarrassing
Barry again, looking more closely this time. He had a skinny nose that looked like a pencil
of my Grandpa. The women in my family always compared my Grandpa to a James Dean
a teddy bear, but not a new one in a store, an old battered one found under a kid’s bed
after a new toy had replaced it. He looked friendly enough, though, despite looking a little
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spoke and tried to ignore everything else.
“Well, you must be Miss Maggie. You’re the one who always interrupts us at dinner with
“Oh, Barry, stop. Maggie can call whenever she wants.”
Sophie.
talking to Maggie on the phone,” he said, chuckling louder than anyone in the circle. This
my dad next to me take a step backwards as he leaned against the truck with his arms
folded.
“Oh, Barry,” my grandma said. She laughed and poked his giant belly that looked like
They giggled again and it was like watching kids at my school in the hallways. My
eyebrows at her and instead of acknowledging me, she crossed her arms and looked at
the ground.
“Come on, let’s get in the car, girls. We’re going to town, Mom, to get some groceries.
Anything we can pick up for you, Barry?” my dad said. He was looking Barry squarely in
the eye this time with less friendliness than even before.
“Just a tin of chew, if you would there, Scotty,” Barry said. The wind seemed to
stop at that very second and all noise seemed to cease. Scotty had been my Grandpa’s
nickname for my dad and there was no way my dad would be okay with being called that.
obnoxiously about Barry’s nose. The rest of the vacation passed uneventfully as my dad
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avoided being in the same room as Barry under all costs. At dinner, he escaped to the
shower and my mom was forced to make small talk with a smile on her face at the table
to make up for it. Barry didn’t seem to notice, though, as he laughed the whole hour of

out of my boots to see not a bear but a raccoon! Nearly shit my pants!” Barry would say,
telling the same story over and over again of why he was afraid to sleep alone in his own
We didn’t see Barry that often for the duration of their eight-year relationship. For the

to be the only one in my group of friends who hadn’t had a boyfriend yet. Everything
anything was even beginning to go wrong clear into high school.
“Maggie, have you talked to grandma recently?” my mom asked one day after school.
-

Barry?” my mom said.
“No, why? What’s wrong?”
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“Just ask Grandma next time you talk to her. You’re old enough to know but it’s up

be wrong when lately all we could talk about was our shared excitement of her coming

about.
Two weeks later, my grandma arrived. She was staying for four days, overlapping
with Sophie’s birthday. Most of the trip was focused on birthday shopping for Sophie,
going to movies, picking out ice cream cakes at Baskin Robbins, and “girl time.” Nothing
seemed weird. The excitement of the trip masked any awkwardness between my dad
grandma so happy, any question about Barry sort of got shoved in the back of my mind.
On the third day of her visit and the day of my sister’s birthday, the phone rang as
we were cutting her birthday cake. My mom answered it and in the middle of everyone
As we started opening presents, Sophie looked up from the biggest gift in the pile that
everyone knew was from my grandma, “Where’s grandma?”
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up a little straighter to keep us upright.

shook as she struggled to put together every word . Her breathing was irregular and she
gasped for air between each word.
understand what would make him sick enough for her to leave.

Not once had she ever mentioned anything bad in hers.
Barry has been struggling with his depression and, um, he hasn’t been all right in the
head.”

grandma, he’d lost his spouse shortly before they had met.
wrong with Barry. She drove my grandma to the airport minutes later. That evening my
stay awake wondering what it was my grandma never told me but was clearly telling my
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next morning.
his run. He nodded at me, permitting me to continue.
“Has Grandma called yet?”
He shook his head quickly and started whistling.
“Barry is a big problem, Maggie. But it’s grandma that is the bigger problem,” he said,
rolling his eyes. He stood up and glanced at me before leaving for his run.
behind him.

ignored the fact that during our annual visits, Barry never visited the house while we were
except in the silence between my dad and grandma.
grandma in Wyoming. My grandma started the morning by announcing to my sister and
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didn’t register any worry in her voice.
was dolled up already in her cashmere turtleneck and gold hoop earrings.
my grandma said.

My mom was hugging her reassuringly but my grandma kept her arms crossed across her
waist.
“No, he always calls. Something isn’t okay.”
agreed to go over to his house to check on everything. There was something we gathered
between the lines about them not hearing from him since they’d opened presents on
Christmas morning the day before. That morning, my mom sat on the couch next to my
grandma while they held the phone in their hands waiting for the call from Barry’s son.
My dad sat at the dining room table silently with his head in his hands. We expected the
worst, but surprising to us all, was that we were hoping for the best.
we’d spoken to Barry’s son.
“Thanks, Scott,” my grandma said. She brushed at her eyes with the Kleenex my dad
brought her. She grabbed his hand before he went back to his spot at the dining room
table and he let her squeeze it.
A couple minutes later, the phone rang. My grandma looked at all of us, pausing on
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window at the kids across the street who made snowmen and whose screams could be
been wrong that there wasn’t going to be a happy ending to the day.

We reached the back room where the minister stood in front of Barry’s immediate
stood quietly in the corner. After talking to my grandma, each of Barry’s family members

her chest and murmured a prayer.
We are all family here, blood or not. Under God’s eye, you are as much his family as everyone,” the minister said. My eyes darted to my mom’s, who immediately walked forward.

“Honey, you are Barry’s family,” the minster said.
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My grandma started to shake her head as she caught wind of the conversation
grandchildren, the oldest of whom was about my age and didn’t hide her anger. Barry’s
Halfway into the service, the minister asked if the grandchildren would all come
-

grandchildren who were audibly sobbing while my eyes were drier than a desert. Every
made me wonder what we’d done.
where she was a freshman. My grandma had bought all three round-trip plane tickets
and demanded on the second night we switch hotel chains completely, moving from a
Double Tree to a Hilton. At the mere mention of grabbing Chik-Fil-A for dinner, she
immediately suggested we drive to the nearest Olive Garden on her bill.
Sitting at Olive Garden in a four-person booth, we mulled over the menu. Sophie
had a textbook in front of her while she highlighted notes for an upcoming midterm and
sation with my grandma.
back.
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knowing glance.
seemed to push out of every conversation the moment he was brought up.
and share a nice hotel room together.”

myself.
-

dinner and my grandma had found me on my bed with my Kindle after she’d gotten off
the phone with Walter. She held her hand across her chest and it made me want to leave

seemed to have taken another hit when she started dating Walter four months after Bar-
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ry died. They met in grief counseling of all places and everyone thought it was nothing
short of ridiculous after the emotional turmoil Barry’s death had taken on her.
whipped my head around to face her, not even trying to hide my surprise now. She waited
bed to squeeze my hand. She sat up from the hotel bed. Before leaving the room, she
paused at the doorway.
“Don’t worry, you’ll understand someday.”
what my grandma had told me earlier that evening about wanting to marry Walt somethat she’d lose most of my grandpa’s retirement if she remarried and her eagerness to get
me as excited as she was about it made me mad.
“She would really give up all of the money Grandpa worked for so she’d have a nice
gets it. This is bad, Maggie,” my mom said beside me in the queen sized bed we shared.
Her voice was steady but careful, like she didn’t want to say the words out loud that would
mean it was true.
openly admitted her life felt empty without Barry in it anymore.
“You never knew?” she said, her voice ringing loudly in the mute hotel room.
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and the smell of the pizza we’d ordered a couple hours prior lingered. My grandma, on
the other hand, had fallen asleep promptly by ten each night, leaving the late nights to us.
voice catch as she said the last word, and she cleared her throat.
“An attack?”
She nodded, “He tried to kill himself, Maggie. He was a hunter and had whole
stayed with him through it all even when he turned on her. He almost sent her to the
wanted to hurt himself.”
had never mentioned to either of my parents felt suspended in my mind. She was my
her own actions.
“Of course,” my mom said, “she never wanted to be told she was wrong. Your grandago.”
“Yep, Walter. He lost his wife six months ago and here she is again. Who knows what

80

Spring 2014

problems he has?”
of the way she giggled whenever she talked about Walter, the same giggle she showcased

“Don’t you think,” she began, “that’s part of what bothers dad so much?”

than she did, too.
“None of us do, sweetie.”
the phone and said hello with genuine enthusiasm.
Walt.”
my dad would probably never stop worrying about her and her relationships and while
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BIG SUR
Robert Taylor
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FORSYNTHIA TUNNELS
Court Cathers
For Sweetie
Spring.
Until today,
Merely a faint recollection
Forsythia.
~
Summer.
Leaving tunnels barren and spiky.
Wood, dirt and bugs,
Thorns, weeds and roots
Filled the tunnels.
Musky, wet and muddy,
Blue sky only through slits.
Swords and spikes threaten to fall.
Tiny creatures question our presence.
A fat cat of brown and tan,
Roams this forbidden space.
Of slaying beasts,
A tiny furry dragon.
Fall.
Tunnels cold and rotting,
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Death threatens to claim us.
Spikes and swords get sharper,
Hooking onto our clothes,
Trying to keep us here forever.
Companions following my moves,
We wiggle and twist.
Ripping cloth and skin,
Drawing blood and danger,
Traps and spikes behind us.
Dragon tail in front.
Weapons out and at the ready,
Thrusting and slashing.
Claws cutting through air,
One good stab to the chest,
Wounded she runs.
Demon hurt and gone,
Slowly we escape our prison.
Free at last we roam these tunnels,
Searching and questing for sky,
Lost in this labyrinth.
Winter.
Bursting through rubble,
We have found our escape.
Ground white and frozen,
We shiver in our tattered clothing,
Looking back to our cage,
Only Forsythia Tunnels.
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UNDERNEATH LILLY PADS
Court Cathers
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REAL WOMEN
Robert Taylor

managers who take us to fancy local hangouts for dinner and drinks on an open company
steak and lob, have a soda, a big slice of cheesecake, and sneak off early.
extent of my big city experiences, but a while back we did our annual training in

anyway.

research for something, or living on the edge.
The South has black women, few and far between in Montana, so they are exotic to

massage parlors in Seattle and Spokane, even for real once, and they aren’t as big a deal
for me anymore. The mystique fades.
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a quick trip out that morning to the Lorraine Motel where Martin Luther King JR. was

in high heels swinging a silver purse. Two homeless looking guys hollered at her. She
the corner.

hour health spas with pictures of pretty Asian women promising relaxation, steam baths
and body shampoos.
hide it, carry around this big secret, always feeling self-conscious. And it can get nasty,
a frontage road afterword and scrubbed my cock with rubbing alcohol. There’s an a
his turn down the hall, so don’t bother humiliating yourself by asking her to go slow
or work out the kinks. Just one time, a pretty Korean girl shared a cigarette with me
afterward.
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motel by nine, maybe stop and get a dirty magazine somewhere and bring it back with me
since nobody knew me there.

for my head.

they put up with it.
poked my head into nightclubs, stopped at BB King’s place and Jerry Lee Lewis’s bar. The
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fat black woman sang with BB King’s band.

with his nose in a cellphone brushed into Darrell.
The man said, “Can you tell me where The Hightower is?”
“We’re headed right by there,” Darrell said. “This is Ben.”

margarita with my combination plate and they had to put it in two large glasses because

specialty.”
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“Wait till the game gets out,” she said. She had a nice body. Not beautiful, but
authentic, you know?
“West Memphis.”
She tilted her head, considering things. “That’s a shame.”
She had dark hair, about mid-thirties. Laid back girl, didn’t seem anxious about anything
at all.
the street.

“You can fake out those tests,” she said. “There are ways.”
“The music sounds good.”
“Rockabilly, they’re the best in town.”
stronger. During break the band and a couple of barmaids came out. Sheila introduced
noticed. Good people, they included me (Montana boy) in their group and we were sort
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rock & roller, a young Jerry Lee, with a down-home hokey way about him.

vague scenes came together and a sketchy story formed.
“You can keep it.” The one with the crosses handed it to me and they kept walking.

some snakeskin boots at a pawnshop somewhere.

“Gentleman’s club.”
“The nearest one’s twenty minutes away,” the driver said. “That starts at thirty dollars.”
dress and silver purse from the motel room window. She walked deliberately down the
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bar where Sheila worked and Rockabilly had played. My friends were all at a large table

my friends down.
the cover. The bouncers helped me pick up the money and asked my name. A packed

remember your earrings.”

between me and the girl’s. He said to me, “What’s up.”

“You should go out and dance,” he said.
“What are you doing here then?”

headed for the door. “See you Ben,” the bouncers said.
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using the handrail. The waiting room smelled like strawberry lip gloss. The Asian woman
who came out was older but she had smooth young thighs. She said, “You’re too drunk,
“Come back tomorrow,” she said, and pushed me out the door.
woman’s face. “Cunt,” he said, “You’re holding out on me.” He slapped her on the head
a couple times. “Give it up.”

Darrell. “Ben,” he said. “Ben Ben.” His teeth were gleaming white. “You best move along
now Ben. This isn’t your deal.”

turned around in time to catch it across those perfect white teeth.
The woman, dress torn, kneeled beside Darrell who kicked his feet on the pavement
the board again and he quit squirming as much.
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lightly there while my other hand touched her warm belly.

and wondered about the blood on my arm.
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NIGHT ON THE CLEARING
Grace Yon
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UNTITLED

Kalysta Fern

Maile Malone has found suicide.

n. The acknowledgement of something never wanted nor asked for; a polite, thoughtShe found her passion, originally, in literature. A prodigy, by the age of

in the oven had the rather unpleasant side effect of reminding her of Florida heat, and,
hallucination; the venture would be remembered more for its portends of eventual
she ever would to something utterly sublime. But the nylon slipped, leaving only an angry
Finally, with a thrill strikingly similar to the discovery of a vocation, or even destiny,
Maile Malone found cutting. There was something truly incomparable to tracing the
kicks, vertical if you were actually serious), in the din of smoky room. Barbies still lurking
in the crevice between toy box and sex-toy box, wallpaper ballerinas bravely defying the

96

Spring 2014

Dying quickly seeming not to have panned out, in the fall of her fourteenth she
took up smoking. The days were getting shorter, the nights becoming longer. The world
paused. Winter was coming. Up above, the leaves not already reduced to mulch on the
fairway sang their own vivid requiem from the tops of trees. Breath froze in air, hanging
like a gauze veil over a million little faces.
loneliness would wash over her, so much greater than death itself. At these times, the little
cigarettes, with their friendly wee embers and evil little scents, seemed the loveliest things
something greater, an eternity of debauchery from Paris Hilton to the Marquis de Sade.
en in two; the earth grew fuzzy and danced in small waves before her, a million little fever
dreams taking shape and dissolving in the remote corners where her eyes met her brain.
And she thinks she’s ready.
There’s no such thing as a spontaneous suicide. She calls out in a high falsetto that
-

notches and crannies never apparent before. She wonders what else she’s missed, if any
once that only people wanting help, rather than death, take the time to write suicide notes;
so she skips that part. For decorum, if nothing else.
So all that’s left is to pry the razor from the frame, and it’s so innocuous except for
knows, already, how easy it is, this her trump card, to tear into that narrow white region.
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cuts of meat at a butcher shop. Then red forms in little dots, begins to bloom. The room
volume of it which is cascading down her arms and into the bathtub. She is overtaken by

She pushes herself up and over the rim into the bathtub, which is porcelain and porous,
which she wants so badly not to stain, so she wraps her arms around her little body and
crams her sallow wrists into the denseness of her little daisy-cream camisole, realizes that
she’s shaking, then closes her eyes and waits for whatever comes next.
it. There’s a hospital room and some daisies, obnoxious magenta balloons sent by relatives she’s never met. She felt worst of all, really, for her parents, who must be really
embarrassed. She wanted to cry sometimes when she thinks about this.
But they kept mercifully quiet, and after a few weeks of mandatory therapy she got
vocation. No one knew.
And who knew, maybe she’d do something. There were days when life opened up,
seemed to bloom, moments so redolent with love and hope that she couldn’t help but
pause. Couldn’t help but glance up from the Ace bandages on her wrist. Couldn’t help
but wonder.
The funny thing is, if she could make a single wish, it would be to crawl into the tiny
eternity that lays between moments. She would burrow into the small, quiet place between the “tick” and the “tock” of clock, and that is where she would stay.
getting a text from a boy she’s in love with is obsessed with and yet is such an utter bitch
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to when she’s around him, and she texted him even though she promised herself that
she wouldn’t until she felt more whole, more together, more capable of dealing with this
mountain of shit that is her life and then there’s that sound of the text message, of one
little lifeless hunk of metal sending another little lifeless hunk of metal telepathic messages from across an ether an unseen plane where communication hurries across clouds and
souls go after death maybe, and anyhow the thing buzzes with the ugliest little metallic
from some lesser circle of hell and she can’t open it and she won’t open it and anyhow
the whole thing’s about this blue school binder that in her words “kind of contained her
allshewantsishimallshewantsishim, and it’s moments like this that make her realize that
And life, or its double, carries on.
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STREETS OF KRAKOW
Erika Tibbetts
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A LOVELY BEAUTY
Court Cathers
She was once a lovely beauty,
Glowing in the night sky like a beacon for lost lovers.
She colored the darkness-covered landscapes with pastel life and
Lit the abyss like darkness with her ever-expanding radiance,
Willingly changing her form as each night passed.
Revealing all of herself only twelve times per year,
Not wanting to oversell the beautiful white light she
Thus holding the adoration and worship of many cultures.
She believed she would last forever.
At the beginning, hasn’t been born yet, but Sun told her of its birth.
Watching and learning as beings sprouted from mere cells,
She was amazed as they gained intelligence.
Watching them have babies, cute little things, and
Adopting babies of other species,
She began to love the creatures growing in front of her.
She watched them create and destroy many wonders.
Crying as they enslaved themselves instead
Focusing on the birth of new life.
Crying as religions were at war instead
Focusing on the harmony religion brought to many cultures.
Crying as children and women were molested and raped instead
Focusing on the strength women gained as time drug on.
Crying as they burned monuments to the ground instead
Focusing on the building of memorials for fallen soldiers.
Crying as men became power hungry, destroying all in their path instead
Focusing on those who helped the poor and defenseless.
Crying as they took over lands and resources with war instead
Focusing on the beauty of nature and farming.

101

The Oval | Staff Issue

Crying when they killed themselves.
Tortured by the destruction they wrought upon themselves,
She pleaded with Sun to help, but Sun was powerless as well.
Together they cried for ages upon ages.
She could not bear to watch yet she could not pull away,
Forced to sit and stare for what seemed like forever.
Rotating this planet in an eternal dance,
Feeling her despair in my heart.
The world exploding in fear and anguish and death,
You will only remember the idea of her beauty,
Never seeing her light up the abyss-like sky,
Only knowing the darkness-covered landscapes.
You will never truly love, adore or worship her,
Nor see her nightly change of form,
Nor will you see her monthly full glory.
She was once a lovely beauty, this is true.
Now existing only in the minds of those who knew her,
When we are gone, she will be truly lost, and then,
You, humanity, will suffer forevermore.
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S
Lauren Korn
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PORTRAIT OF A TIME
Erika Tibbetts
Kevin, Robin, Scott, Lynn, Caitlyn, Dad, Mom, Me, my sister, Scott, Christina, Evan,
Poppa, Grandma, Melissa, Tristan, Sean, Liam, Sandy, Joshua. Child molester not
pictured. Two aunts, seven uncles, twelve cousins, one boyfriend to one cousin, two
grandparents, two siblings, two parents. And me. Twenty-nine people in the backyard

Her proud smile pulls up higher on the opposite side of mine behind her.
Two Altoids

ask if you’re taller than your sister now. Christina and Melissa will tell your sister how
gorgeous she is. All of your uncles will ask Bub about college. Poppa will tell you you
look like you’ve lost weight and that you look more beautiful every time he sees you, and
then ask you if you have a boyfriend yet. Grandma will call you her girl and hug you and
rigid silence; Lynn. After this you will bide your time until Dad breaks out the pudding
and it’s almost time to leave.
Ammonia
smell like ammonia and taste like stress. Acid and rocks against my gums.
Kaiser Cafeteria food
Family emails
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The Calendar
Lynn using her medical skills to cure Grandma
bad news with Uncle Mark’s surprising nuptials but Grandma is gone that night and

or my brother or sister. We’re not among the tacky poster boards beside the chapel doors

doesn’t say at eight months pregnant with Robin she climbed through a kitchen window
in Holland because she locked herself out. Or that she gave birth to Rick on the hospital
times than a sane person could because he loved her. But every period and comma was
Modesto
dehydration, and all of the kids are shut up in classrooms again, we drive. Three hours
where perms are tight, bangs are high, and you get your water from diet 7up. Where
Bologna is not only acceptable but expected. Where every morning you eat cherry
turnovers for breakfast and watch movies from rise to barely awake. Where inside is its
own season and outside is 99 degrees.
Pallbearer
The sun is stronger in the East Bay, as if the universe is trying to instill warmth into
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brother, Jesse, Sean, Allen, pallbearers. Someone says Cyndi’s ex-boyfriend TJ is going to
teeth. One more hour.
Cook & Serve
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UNTITLED
Emily Johnson
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UNTITLED
Grace Yon
Go to sleep, little girl
Lay your head to
Rest your weary mind
Feel your body
Shed skin and
Float
Catch stars in soft
Palms always hide them
Well who knows what lurks in the
Quiet space beneath your eyelids
Go to sleep and when you
Dream, dream of
Me.
Tightropes anchor her
Skull to the pillow
Her forehead a
Stripes of red and yellow
Circus tent
Fastened by auburn
Hair.

Contortionists slip from slack lips
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The orchestra wheezes one sour note and the drums
Boom against the tapered lines of her ribs and
Shadows slip in and shake their coats manifest
Bristled backs brushing vinyl and
The brass bells clank and the brass band rings
And the brass band rings and
Softly. Hush.

Her feet dangle over rushing
Water swaying gently
Feet of an acrobat twisted in
Ribbons of silence until
Ribbons of dawn dust
Her face with warmth.
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GIVE IT TIME
William Matross
Of all of the things that can be crafted in the kitchen, soups are the most mysterious

start with the smell. A few years ago, at Sean Kelly’s Pub in Downtown Missoula, my
passed over my tongue. Sweet, acidic, smell of tomato followed close behind and my

to time, and when he did it was delicious. My favorite memories with my stepdad were
making his seasoned meatballs and sneaking a few before they were cooked, in the days
before the fear of Mad Cow. Mom, on the other hand, was an oven cook. Baked goods
to Turkey dinners were always her specialty. Other than the occasional, “Here, do this,”
came. My mom told me Santa didn’t bring “girl toys to boys.” Soon after, my dad moved
to Billings for a couple of years to go to Rocky Mountain College and took my older
brother with him. After they left, food in our house basically consisted of things readily

masterpieces like split hot dog on toast with ranch or a dish of two-way Cincinnati chili
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school and provided me a place to explore my imagination. Whether they were news
Helena High School Nugget staff, fantasy stories formed from dreams and playground

towards publication. Unfortunately, after the cap and gown were packed away with my

writer.

needed to play and have fun.. The same is true with my writing. Gone are the days of half
and hand-shredded papers.
The colors, smells, tastes, and textures are hyper-realistic. As the dream progresses, more
-
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growling by the time the alarm goes off in the morning.

needed sun-dried tomatoes. Piece by piece, the soup introduced itself to me and by the
hope he was ready for a treat and left to collect the ingredients.
of my ingredients when the mood strikes me to play with my food. They would have

pre-made stocks fair well. Two large containers of low-sodium chicken broth would work
grabbed some fresh unsalted butter and a pint of Kalispell Kreamery heavy cream. Last
plastic container, making sure to drain off most of the packing oil. The whole haul was
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sundried tomatoes to the translucent onions and stir them together.
have to wait?” he asked as he stares in the stockpot.

meant running into one another. Our kitchen is fairly large and open with not enough
distracted and more attentive to what my food is doing.
The rich smell of sundried tomatoes signaled it was time to add the rest of my
husband comes home with a loaf of Pain de Campagne, Le Petit’s version of sourdough.
the soup.
there wasn’t anything else from the dream. “Just give it time.”
it ready to go. When blending warm or heated items, it is important to blend in small
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creamy tomato soups are various shades of pink, but mine was a burnt-orange color with
as garnish.
bowl and soup would enhance the experience, and ladled a healthy portion for the two

noise in our apartment was lip smacking and slurping.
needed to wait.”
instead of diced; oven roasted Roma tomatoes instead of sundried; rosemary and basil;
or even four-cheese “grown-up” grilled cheese on sourdough instead of bread alone.
Every experience of making it is different, each batch seasoned with whatever was going
my own “recipes,” including a yellow curry chicken with turmeric and coconut rice; my
special chili with Guinness, cinnamon, and chocolate; and a bacon, apple and cheddar
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UNTITLED
Jenna Franklin
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SOUTH
Grace Yon
Your teeth are the Andes and they scrape along my back
Trailing cloud scars across the winter sky.
Toward the sea. Salt itches on your tongue.
And its shrill voice is mist against the sunrise.
But this one stays with me to watch the sunrise
We breath in unison, hardly daring to look back
Unspoken words like frost beneath our tongues.
A shiver runs from my neck to the small of my back
A cloak of water pressed against the sky.
My ice-winged brethren clicks his tongue
And, like him, the tides are urging me South.
Air tastes like lavender on our tongues.
Our shadows race across a sun-streaked sky
All the while a voice inside me screams South,
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That tastes the horizon, savors the sunrise.
Beyond muscled plains lies nothing but sky

Last bitter breath rising from our tongues

A reminder of what awaits if we go back.
We are South, and we are never coming back.
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E
Lauren Korn
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PALACE
Jesse Rowan
For Ian and Eli, and for Lucy

an evening and then to let slip by, its fading colors still alive when you shut your eyes
moving glowing bodies, that pulled me out from under the years of ice.

a little drunk, talking about the trip that saved me, feeling refreshed and relieved, but
road-weary, like coming home after a long, long, vacation, ready to lay in bed and watch
the sun crawl through the window over your legs. That must be when she decided she
wanted to.
through more. We drove three thousand miles, south and then back up north, running
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and talked about our families and love and God it was like the sun rising after a cold night.

become, and this little glimpse of the warm surface haunted me for three weeks. We
drank and it didn’t make me feel different enough, so we took molly and it didn’t make
me feel different enough, so we bought an eight ball it didn’t make me feel different
home, please, please let me go home, something happened.
-
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that paint a portrait of my past few months. My life is a palace of artifacts. The leathsmall veiny grooves. The keys to the car that took me on that trip and saved me. A white
poem written to me by a friend, a ticket to see the National, and a pack of smokes with

to know someone.
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